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Which b'ing again converted by his grace

To godly sorrow, I may both efface
Those sins first caused you, and together have
Your pow'r to kill turn'd to a power to save.

And bring my soul to its desired place.                          25

TO THE AUTHOR

[Prefixed to John Davies's The Holy Rood, of Christ's Cross, 1609.]

THINE art and subject both such worth contain,
That thou art best requited in thy pain.

ODE: OF OUR SENSE OF SIN

[Printed as Donne's in his Poems, 1635, but attributed to Herbert in a
manuscript of earlier date in the Bodleian Library.]

VENGEANCE will sit above our faults, but till

She there doth sit,

We see her not, nor them.   Thus, blind, yet still
We lead her way; and thus, whilst we do ill,

We suffer it.                                                       5

Unhappy he whom youth makes not beware

Of doing ill.

Enough we labour under age and care;
In number th* errors of the last place are

The greatest still.                                              10

Yet we, that should the ill we new begin

As soon repent,

(Strange thing 1) perceive not; our faults ne'er are seen
But past us; neither felt, but only in

Our punishment.                                               15

But we know ourselves least: mere outward shows

Our minds so store,

That our souls no more than our eyes disclose
But form and colour.   Only he who knows

Himself knows more.                                         20